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Lost. Jensen confessed that he didn't like poetry and couldn't
read Paradise Lost. Jack set out for a cabin down the Yukon
where he had heard it rumoured there was a copy of Kipling's
The Seven Seas, returned to Jensen's cabin with the book,
entreating him to read just a few pages so that he might see
that poetry was beautiful; and when Jensen read straight
through the book, Jack felt he had scored a major triumph.

Jensen's written tribute to Jack also deserves to be given
intact. "Jack's companionship was refreshing, stimulating,
helpful. He never stopped to count the cost or dream of
profits to come. He stood ever ready, were it a foraging
trip among the camps for reading matter, to give a helpful
hand on a woodsled, or to undertake a two days' hike for a
plug of tobacco when he saw us restless and grumpy for the
want of a smoke. Whether the service was big or little,
asked or unasked, he gave not only of himself but of his
belongings. His face was illumined with a smile that never
grew cold."

Jack spent many hours in his bunk reading and making
notes on Alaska, writing down the stories he had heard, the
arguments in which he had engaged, the dialects, philoso-
phies, personalities, and characters of the men who came
into the cabin. As late as 1937 Thompson grumbled that
sometimes he couldn't get Jack to split wood because the
boy was too busy extolling the virtues of socialism. A
number of old-time Alaskans have testified that the favourite
topic of conversation in Steward Camp that winter of '96
was socialism, for Jack was by no means alone in believing
in its economic philosophy. The miners were not aware of
the irony of these rampant individualists, out gold-hunting
to establish private fortunes, spending their spare hours
praising collective socialism. Jack would have answered
that there was nothing so strange in the picture, for these
were brave men, pioneers, the kind that took chances on
exploring strange, dangerous, and far-off lands, and strange,
dangerous and far-off theories.

Whea spring finally came Jack duplicated the stunt of his
grandfather, Marshall Wellman, who had constructed a